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of ignorance and illusion, how can she but run in the
wrong direction? ** Suppose/" said that impetuous
lover ami seeker of truth, Clifford, "Suppose all moving
things to he suddenly stopped at some instant, and
that we could he brought fresh, without any previous
knowledge, to look at the petrified scene. The spec-
tacle would be immensely absurd. Crowds of people
would be senselessly standing on one leg in the street
looking at one another's backs; others would be wasting
their time by sitting in a train in a place difficult to
get at, nearly all with their mouths open, and their
bodies in some contorted, unrestful posture. Clocks
would stand with their pendulums on one side. Every-
thing would be disorderly, conflicting, in its wrong
place. But once remember that the world is in motion,
is going somewhere, and everything will be accounted
for and found just as it should be. Just so great a                       i

change of view, just so complete an explanation is                       1

given to us when we recognixe that the nature of
man and beast and of all the world is going somewhere.
The maladaptions in organic nature are seen to be
steps toward the improvement or discarding of im-
perfect organs* The baneful strife which lurkcth inborn
in ust and goeth on the wtiy with w.v to hurl us, is found to
be the relic of a time of savage or even lower condition/'
"Going somewhere!1* That is the meaning then of
all our perplexities! That changes a mystery which
stultified and contradicted the best we knew into a
mystery which teaches, allures, elevates; which har-
monizes what we know with what we hope. By it we
begin to

33